CHAPTER IX
N a week it was as if I had never been doing
anything else but prostitution, I would go down to the
'Dilly at eight in the evening as I had gone down to
the water-softener office at nine in the morning* Except
when I stayed with a man for the night, I never re-
turned home after twelve. I rarely had to walk more
than ten minutes before making a pick-up, and then
I didn't always accept the first-comer. I was attractive
enough to be able to choose my own men. My earn-
ings averaged from twenty to thirty pounds a week
without my having to make the least effort, for it was
only occasionally that I would go out twice in a night
And it wasn't only money that I got- I was so different
from the ordinary tart that almost all my clients
wanted to meet me again. I looked so little what I
was that none of them was ashamed of being seen about
with me. To take me out to dinner or the theatre gave
the illusion that they had made a conquest instead of
buying a sensation. So there were dinners at the Ritz,
stalls, gardenias, square-cut bottles of scent, stockings
and furs.
I had no quarters of my own, so I would take my
men to little short-time hotels in the terraces round
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